No.  SOSCumbftUuirs  BritfeS  srf)cat«.  6‘d 


THE  DEVIL  TO  PAY 


Oil,  THE  WIVES  METAMORPHOSED 


A  COMIC  OPERA  IN  TWO  ACTS 


By  CHARLES  COFFEY 


(REVISED  BY  COtLEY  CIBBER.) 


PRINTED  FROM  THE  ACTING  COPY, 

With  Remarks,  by  D.-G. 

A  Description  of  the  Costume,  e#st  of  the  Characters, 
Entrances  and  Exits,  Relative  Positions  of  the  Per¬ 
formers,  and  the  whole  of  the  Stage  Busines,  as  now 
performed  in  the  Theatres  Roy  At,  London. 


Embellished  with  a 
FINE  ENGRAVING, 
from 

A  Drawing  taken  in  the  Theatre 
by 

Mh.  U.  CRUIKSHANK. 


JOHN  OUMRE1U.AND,  2,  CUMBER I. AND  TERRACE,  CAMDEN  NEW  TOWN. 

J.ON  |H>N  Pioot  and  Co,  59,  Fleet  Street,  and  55,  Fountain  Street,  Manchester ; 
Mmpkiu  and  <  o. ;  B.  Nteil ;  isherwoodand  Co. ;  and  Longman  and  Co  ,  Paternoster 
fflL;  Wiseheart,  Dublin;  Sutherland,  Edinburgh;  Phelan,  New  York;  Deracbe, 
pSis;  CampbeUari  lainbi  o’,  and 

*  Cl  "P !.  BERGER,  HOLY  WELL  STREET.  STRAN  D. 


POPULAR  WORKS, 

Now  Publishing  by  G.  BERGER,  Holywell  Street,  Strand, 


In  Numbers,  price  Twopence  each ,  or  complete  in  One  Volume,  eloth, 
lettered ,  price  Two  Shillings, 

THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE: 

Detailing  the  whole  of  the  wonderful  and  extraordinary  events  through 
which  he  passed,  from  his  Birth,  in  the  Island  of  Corsica,  to  his  Death,  in 
the  Island  of  St.  Helena.  Embellished  with  beautiful  Engravings  by  Read 
and  Branston. 

In  Numbers ,  price  Twopence  each,  or  complete  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  let¬ 
tered ,  price  Two  Shillings  and  Sixpence, 

THE  LIFE  OF  LORD  VISCOUNT  NELSON: 

Comprising  a  faithful  Account  of  his  interesting  Correspondence  with  Lady 
Hamilton,  and  of  his  numerous  Battles  and  Victories.  Embellished  with 
beautiful  Engravings  by  Read  and  Walker. 

In  Numbers,  price  Twopence  each,  or  complete  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  let¬ 
tered,  price  Two  Shillings  and  Sixpence, 

THE  LIFE  OF  THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON: 

Detailing  his  splendid  Military  Achievements  in  India,  Spain,  Portugal, 
Flanders,  France,  &c. ;  interspersed  with  illustrative  Anecdotes  of  Hyder 
Ally,  Tippoo  Saib,  Holkar,  Scindiah,  See.  Beautifully  embellished  with  £n 
gravings  by  Read  and  Walker. 

In  Numbers,  price  Twopence  each,  or  in  One  Volume,  cloth,  lettered, 

price  Three  Shillings, 

THE  LIFE  OF  OLIVER  CROMWELL : 

Being  a  faithful  and  impartial  Account  of  the  Manner  in  which  he  nobly 
stood  forward  as  the  bold  and  fearless  Champion  of  his  Country’s  Rights 
andLiberties ;  interspersed  with  Biogaaphieal  Notices  of  the  most  distinguished 
Characters  of  the  times  in  which  he  Mved.  Embellished  with  a  beautiful 
Portrait  on  Steel  by  Mr.  W.  Read,  aod  admirable  Wood  Engravings  by  Walker. 

V  The  LIVES  of  NAPOLEON,  NELSON,  WELLINGTON,  and 
CROMWELL,  form  Volumes  I.  II.  Ill,  and  IV.  of 

“THE  BIOGRAPHICAL  LIBRARY." 

These  Memoirs  have  all  been  highly  spoken  of  by  the  Public  Press,  a  may  i 
justly  be  considered  a  valuable  addition  to  the  Literature  of  the  Country. 


Price  One  Shilling,  sewed, 

VENTRIS'S  STENOGRAPHIC  STANDARDS: 

Being  Four  Improved  Systems  of  Short  Hand.  To  which  are  added,  the  i 
newly-invented  System  of  Dr.  Erdmann,  and  a  simple  and  undecipherable! 
Mode  of  keeping  Private  Memoranda. 

.  ***  The  Improved  Systems  of  Gurney,  Taylor,  Mavor,  and  Byrom,  may  be  i 
had  separately,  stitched  in  a  neat  Wrapper,  price  Ad.  each. 


Price  One  Shilling  and  Sixpence,  sewed, 

VENTRIS’S  WRITER’S  GUIDE; 

Or,  Ruler  and  Examples  for  the  Attainment  of  SUPERIOR  PEN¬ 
MANSHIP  :  with  regular  gradational  Lessons  in  Round  and  Running  Hands  $  j 
also,  Specimens  in  German  and  Church  Texts,  Old  English,  Engrossing!  | 
and  Italian  Hands,  and  upwards  of  150  Varieties  of  Ornamental  Letters. 

In  Numbers,  price  Threepence  each,  or  in  two  Volumes,  cloth,  price  13s. 
BUFFON’S  NATURAL  HISTORY: 

Beautifully  printed  in  crown  octavo,  and  embellished  with  100  superb 
^er- Plate  Engravings  of  the  most  rare  and  e’lrious  Animate; 


©fyc  to  ^au. 


rlbS  m°5t  C°n' 

foundedly  \ 


£ 

•# 


THE  DEVIL  TO  PAY; 

OR,  THE  WIVES  METAMORPHOSED  : 

A  COMIC  OPERA, 

En  ®tno  'Hcts, 

BY  CHARLES  COFFEY. 

REVISED  BY  COLLEY  CIBBER. 


PRINTED  FROM  THE  ACTING  COPY,  WITH  REMARKS, 
BIOGRAPHICAL  AND  CRITICAL,  BY  D. - G. 

To  which  are  added, 

A.  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  COSTUME, —  CAST  OP  THE  CHARACTERS, 
ENTRANCES  AND  EXITS,  —  RELATIVE  POSITIONS  OF  THE 
PERFORMERS  ON  THE  STAGE, — AND  THE  WHOLE  OF 
THE  STAGE  BUSINESS, 

As  performed  at  the 

THEATRES  ROYAL,  LONDON. 


EMBELLISHED  WITH  A  FINE  ENGRAVING, 

From  a  Drawing  taken  in  $ie  Theatre  by  Mr.  R.  Cruikshank. 

*  ’  •* 

V  LONDON : 

JOHN  CUMBERLAND,  2,  CUMBERLAND  TERRACE, 

CAMDEN  NEW  TOWN. 


■'i 


■ 

i 


REMARKS. 


D«btl  to  ^j3ajL 

This  drama  has  undergone  a  variety  of  transformations  from  a 
variety  of  hands.  “The  Devil  of  a  Wife”  (its  origin)  was  written 
by  Thomas  Jevon,  (brother-in-law  of  Dryden’s  Mac-Flecknoe)  an 
obscure  playwright  of  the  reigns  of  Charles  II.  and  James  II. ;  who 
borrowed  it  from  the  story  of  Mopsa,  in  Sir  Philip  Sidney’s  Arcadia. 
In  1730,  it  was  turned  into  an  opera  by  Cotfey  and  Mottley,  and 
called  The  Devil  to  Pay.  Theophilus  Cibber  then  reduced  it  into  one 
act,  omitted  the  part  of  a  non -conforming  priest,  which  had  given 
some  olfence,  and  spoke  a  flippant  prologue  to  it.  From  that  pe¬ 
riod,  the  alterations  have  been  merely  verbal,  to  suit  the  decorum 
of  succeeding  times. 

It  was  in  Nell  that  the  admirable  Kitty  Clive  (Garrick’s  Pivy  ! ) 
first  gave  eai-nest  of  her  comic  powers;  and  Harper,  a  joyous, 
jolly-faced  comedian,  (of  whom  a  scarce  and  capital  mezzotinto  en¬ 
graving  exists  in  this  very  character)  was  wondertully  popular  in  the 
psalm-singing  cobbler.  Nell  and  Jobson  have  always  produced  great 
mirth  on  the  stage. 

The  wisdom  of  our  ancestors,  of  which  we  are  too  apt  to  speak  in 
irreverent  disparagement,  invented  a  pair  of  stocks  for  the  tongue  of 
a  shrew ; — in  such  horror  did  those  lovers  of  peace  and  quietness  hold 
the  unlicensed  wagging  of  that  riotous  member.  This  ancient  ma¬ 
chine  is  now  only  to  be  found  in  the  cabinets  of  the  curious.  The 
stocks  are  gone,  and  tongues  are  fast  going  !  Necessity  is  the  mo¬ 
ther  of  invention :  the  remedy  that  comes  readiest  to  hand,  is  adopted 
in  an  emergency ;  the  strap  might  be  beneficially  applied,  while  the 
stocks  were  putting  on.  Hence  the  former  instrument  of  coercion 
became  the  popular  one :  strap-oil  was  discovered  to  be  an  excellent 
cure  for  superabundant  cliin-music;  and  the  matrimonial  barrel  was 
not  unfrequently  hooped  ten  times  a  day,  when  such  vigorous  and 
|  too-powerfully-refreshed  cobblers  as  Goodman  Jobson  flourished  the 
ti  retributive  leather  at  their  own  sovereign  will. 

Nell,  who  has  been  but  three  weeks  wedded  to  her  cruel  cob¬ 
bler,  endures  his  tipsy  humours,  labours  hard,  fares  ill,  and  gets  little 
to  her  back  but  the  oil  in  question ;  yet,  in  spite  of  this  anointing, 
ill  she  is  a  phtient,  obedient  drudge,  and  is  fain  even  to  love  the  brute 
1 1  that  bastes  her.  Lady  Loverule,  an  imperious  termagant,  drives  her 
husband,  a  hospitable  country  squire,  half  out  of  his  senses  with 
her  tyranny ;  yet  she  feasts  luxuriously,  rustles  in  silks  and  satins, 
lolls  in  her  coach,  and  reposes  on  a  bed  of  down !  Grand  doings  are 
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to  be  at  the  hall ;  ’tis  carnival  time,  for  my  lady  is  abroad  !  A  blind 
fiddler,  a  most  sovereign  bowl  of  punch,  and  a  ball,  are  to  celebrate 
high-life-below-stairs,  among  butler,  cook,  footman,  and  maids. — 
Jobson  is  invited;  but  poor  Nell  is  obliged  to  put  up  with  a  tester 
for  ale  and  apples,  that  she  may  rejoice  in  lamb’s-wool  and  solitude 
at  home.  In  the  height  of  their  revels,  my  lady’s  alarum  rings 
through  the  house;— all  is  helter-skelter  among  the  jovial  crew;  the 
reeling  butler  pleads  the  custom  of  holiday — -a  vile,  popish  custom  ! 
and  gets  a  cuff  for  his  pains;  the  waiting-maid’s  two  ears  (arrested 
in  a  jig  !)  are  nearly  twisted  oft’  by  a  pull ;  the  cobbler,  hiccuping  a 
canticle,  and  grimacing  hard  to  look  pious,  is  clawed  into  sobriety; 
and  the  blind  fiddler’s  squeaking  treble  is  cracked  about  his  sconce. 
In  the  heat  of  this  uproar,  a  travelling  conjurer,  benighted  and  sharp- 
set,  craves  the  hospitality  of  Sir  John  ;  but  neither  devil  nor  conjurer 
have  power  to  restrain  the  virago.  He,  too,  is  sent  to  the  right  about 
in  double  quick  time,  happy  to  escape  in  a  whole  skin. 

A  far  different  reception  awaits  the  wizard  at  the  cobbler’s  cottage, 
whither  he  had  been  directed  by  the  hen-pecked  knight.  He  is 
pressed  by  his  kind  hostess  to  mend  his  draught  of  home-brewed; 
and,  grateful  for  her  simple  hospitality,  he  offers  to  tell  her  fortune. 
’Tis  a  face,  none  of  the  cleanest,  but  a  pretty  one  ;  and  the  lines  are 
good-humouredly  distinct,  to  augur  great  things  for  the  owner.  She 
shall  soon  be  the  happiest  woman  in  the  county,  and  ride  in  her  own 
coach  !  Let  us  see  how  the  cunning-man  keeps  his  word. 

A  brace  of  familiars — (we  laugh  at  magic  now-a-days,  yet  aftect  to 
be  serious  upon  craniology  !)— dutiful  spirits,  who  attend  the  conjurer 
on  his  rounds,  are  summoned  to  exercise  their  art  upon  the  cobbler’s 
wife,  and  the  termagant,  by  transforming  them  into  each  other’s 
likenesses,  and  conveying  them,  in  a  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning 
• — the  shrew,  in  her  linseywoolsey  gown,  callico  hood,  and  red  baize 
petticoat,  to  Jobson’s  truckle-bed;  and  Nell,  in  her  silken  robe,  long 
flounce,  and  train,  to  the  sarsnet  couch  of  Sir  John,  redolent  of  roses 
and  violets.  This  command  is  obeyed.  Nell,  undisturbed  by  the 
nasal  drone  of  the  cobbler’s  bag-pipe,  revels  in  delightful  dreams, 
and  wakes  to  a  thousand  sweet  scents  that  breathe  of  Elysium  !  She 
must  have  died  last  night,  and  gone  to  heaven  !  My  Lady  Termagant, 
when  her  eyes  open  upon  ragged  curtains,  coarse  rug,  and  canvass 
sheets,  opines  she  is  at  the  other  place,  her  tantrums  have  so  often 
introduced  upon  earth  !  What  a  blissful  change  is  miraculously 
wrought  in  the  mansion  of  Sir  John!  Instead  of  “hussy!”  and 
“jade!”  ’tis  “child!”  and  “  sweetheart !”— a  shoe  heaved  at  the 
head,  an  eye  blackened,  or  a  tooth  knocked  out,  ’tis  “  some  small 
beer,  honest  man,  and  a  rasher  on  the  coals!”  Nor  is  the  knight 
less  in  wonder  and  ecstasy  than  his  household ; — he  fervently  prays 
that  it  may  last  for  life ! 

There  are  contrary  doings  at  the  cobbler’s  crib.  —  Jobson’s 
morning  chant  having  disturbed  the  delicate  ears  of  my  lady,  she: 
roughly  demands  what  impudent  ballad-monger  has  dared  to  break: 
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her  slumbers ;  and,  calling  for  her  servants,  bids  them  toss  the  cho¬ 
rister  in  a  blanket.  Her  wonder  is  increased  when  she  looks  round 
the  hovel,  and  contemplates  her  greasy  helpmate.  Jobson,  too,  is 
not  a  little  astonished  at  the  boldness  of  his  rib,  who  hitherto  had 
opposed  nothing  but  passive  obedience  to  his  ill-humours.  Con¬ 
ceiving,  however,  that  the  conjurer  has  made  her  mad  as  well  as 
tipsy,  he  has  recourse  to  the  infallible  leather,  and  straps  her,  till 
she  breakfasts  on  humble  pie,  and  offers  to  do  his  bidding ! 

Open  house  and  merry-making  are  to  celebrate  the  ratification  of 
peace  at  the  hall ;  and  the  cobbler,  without  whose  junketting  co-ope¬ 
ration  nothing  can  be  done  in  the  way  of  drinking,  is  to  lead  the 
sports,  and  send  home  sobriety  reeling.  But  my  lady,  resolving 
to  blow  up  this  wicked  plot  — for  she  is  as  yet  unconscious  that 
the  conjurer  has  charmed  away  her  identity  as  well  as  her  fine 
clothes  —  follows  close  behind.  Hearing  the  sounds  of  mirth,  and 
beholding  a  troop  of  laughers,  she  breaks  out  so  much  after  her 
old  fashion,  that  the  butler  threatens  to  turn  the  mad  woman  out  of 
doors  ;  and  the  footman  proposes  to  cool  her  courage  at  the  pump  ! 
Her  every-day  frolic  of  cuffing  and  cap-pulling  is  repeated  with  fresh 
vigour ;  till,  beholding  Nell,  tricked  out  in  her  own  gown  and  petti¬ 
coat,  she  looks  in  the  glass,  and  stares  with  amazement  at  her  strange 
metamorphosis!  Nor  is  poor  Nell  without  her  fears,  when,  flou¬ 
rishing  his  strap,  the  cobbler  enters  ;  for  she,  too,  is  not  aware  that 
her  features,  dress,  and  condition,  have  undergone  the  like  transfor¬ 
mation.  The  re-appearance  of  the  conjurer,  in  a  fit  of  compunction 
for  the  hoax,  and  asking  pardon  on  his  knees,  dissolves  the  charm.— 
Sir  John  beholds  the  delightful  vision  melt  into  air;  and  hears  the 
jarring  sounds  of  discord  that  once  rattled  in  his  ears,  ringing  him 
back  into  consciousness !  Fate  has,  however,  ordained  him  a  hap¬ 
pier  fate  :  the  cobbler’s  remedy  has  worked  wonders ;  her  ladyship 
has  been  strapped  into  reason  and  good  humour ;  Jobson  gets  five 
hundred  pounds  for  laying  it  on ;  and  Nell  (in  consideration  of  the 
miracle)  is  made  a  present  of  her  fine  clothes. 

Mrs.  Jordan  and  Bannister  (Nell  and  Jobson)  always  crammed 
the  theatre  to  suffocation,  in  this  farce.  It  was  Thalia’s  favorite 
character;  and  Jack  (vast  as  was  his  comic  spirit)  had  quite  enough 
to  do  to  play  up  to  her.  The  veteran  Dowton,  whose  recent  return 
from  America  (November,  1837)  the  lovers  of  the  legitimate  drama 
will  hail  with  satisfaction,  is  a  very  capital  Jobson. 
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LETTICE.  —  Pink  muslin  gown — black  apron — white 
kerchief  and  cap. 
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White  muslin,  with  pink  ribbon — long  flounce  and  train. 


THE  DEVIL  TO  PAY 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  Jobson’s  House. 

Enter  Jobson  and  Nell,  r.  — - 

Nell.  (r.  c.)  Pr’ythee,  good  Jobson,  stay  with  me  to¬ 
night,  and  for  once  make  merry  at  home. 

■  (l.  c.)  Peace,  peace,  you  jade,  and  go  spin  ;  for  if 

I  lack  any  thread  for  my  stitching,  I  will  punish  you  by 
virtue  of  my  sovereign  authority. 

Nell.  Ay,  marry,  no  doubt  of  that ;  whilst  you  take 
your  swing  at  the  alehouse,  spend  your  substance,  get  as 
drunk  as  a  buflSt^  then  come  home  like  a  sot,  and  use  one 
like  a  dog. 

Nounz  !  do  you  prate  ?  Why,  how  now,  brazen 
face  i  do  you  speak  ill  of  the  government  ?  Don’t  you 
know,  hussy,  that  I  am  king  in  my  own  house,  and  that 
this  is  treason  against  my  majesty  ? 

Nell.  Did  ever  one  hear  such  stuff  ?  But  I  pray  you, 
now,  Jobson,  don’t  go  to  the  alehouse  to-night ! 

Well,  I’ll  humour  you  for  once,  but  don’t  grow 
saucy  upon’t ;  for  I’m  invited  by  Sir  John  Loverule’s 
butler,  and  am  to  be  princely  drunk  with  punch  at  the 
hall  place  ; — we  shall  have  a  bowl  large  enough  to  swim  in. 

Nell.  But  they  say,  husband,  the  new  lady  will  not 
suffer  a  stranger  to  enter  her  doors  :  she  grudges  even  a 
draught  of  small  beer  to  her  own  servants  ;  and  several  of 
the  tenants  have  come  home  with  broken  heads  from  her 
ladyship’s  own  hands,  only  for  smelling  strong  beer  in  the 
house.  & 

— Tgh  wa  her  for  a  fanafaioal  jade  !  She  has  almost 

distracted  the  good  knight ;  but  she’s  now  abroad,  feasting 
with  her  relations,  and  will  scarce  come  home  to-night ; 
and  we  are  to  have  much  drink,  a  fiddle,  and  other  merry 
gambols. 

Nell.  Oh,  dear  husband  !  let  me  go  with  you ;  we’ll  be 
as  merry  as  the  night’s  long. 
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Why,  how  now,  you  bold  baggage  !  would  you  be 
carried  to  a  company  of  smooth-faced,  eating,  drinking, 
lazy  serving-men  ?  No , .. ao y-yo  1*  pretest  -Lfi  ratfc-hft  mad* .  a 
cne-kfdth 

Nell.  I’m  sure  they  would  make  me  welcome  ; — you 
promised  I  should  see  the  house,  and  the  family  has  not 
been  here  before  since  you  married,  and  brought  me  home. 

W4rv,  thou  most1  awdaekma  etounapct !  dar’st  thou 
dispute  with  me,  thy  lord  and  master  ?  Get  in  and  spin, 
or  else  my  strap  shall  wind  about  thy  ribs  most  con¬ 
foundedly  ! 


CATCH. — Jobson.  Air,  “  The  TwitcherN 
He  that  has  the  best  wife, 

She’s  the  plague  of  his  life  ; 

But  for  her  who  will  scold  and  will  quarrel  ? 

Let  him  cut  her  off  short 
her  meat  and  her  sport, 

And  ten  times  a  day  hoop  her  barrel, 

Brave  boys  ! 

And  ten  times  a  day  hoop  her  barrel ! 

Nell.  Ah !  we  poor  women  must  always  be  slaves,  and 
never  have  any  joy  ;  but  you  men  run  and  ramble  at  your 
pleasure. 

■w  iinfaiii  i  Why', —you,  most  pestilent  baggage  !  will  you  be 
hooped  ?  Be  gone ! 

Nell.  I  must  obey.  [Going,  R. 

Job.  Stay  ! — Now  I  think  on’t,  here’s  sixpence  for  you  : 
get  ale  and  apples  ;  stretch  and  puff  thyself  up  with 
lamb’s-wool  ;  rejoice  and  revel  by  thyself ;  ijw<di  mill,  fPBd 

fWW'  [Singing. 

He  that  has  the  best  wife, 

She’s  the  plague  of  his  life,  &c. 


[Exeunt,  Jobson  l.,  Nell  r. 


SCENE  II. — The  Servants'  Hall  in  Sir  John  Loverufe's 
Mansion — a  table,  l.  c. 

Enter  Butler,  Footman,  Lucy,  Lettice,  Cook,  and 

Coachman,  r. 

But.  (c.)  I  would  the  blind  fiddler  and  our  dancing 
neighbours  were  here,  that  we  might  rejoice  a  little,  while 
our  termagant  lady  is  abroad.  I  have  made  a  most  sove¬ 
reign  bowl  of  punch. 
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Lucy.  (l.  c.)  We  had  need  rejoice  sometimes  ;  for  our 
devilish  new  lady  will  never  suffer  it  in  her  hearing. 

But.  I  will  maintain,  there  is  more  mirth  in  a  galley 
than  in  our  family ; — our  master,  indeed,  is  the  worthiest 
gentleman — nothing  but  sweetness  and  liberality. 

Foot.  (r.  c.)  But  here’s  a  house  turned  topsy-turvy — 
from ■  heavCTrto-heJA,  since  she  came  hither. 

rffeSt  .  .but.  this.  is.  Jua- 

sjgiiff.d  with  a  legion  of  devils,  who  make  her  lay  about  he? 

Lucy.  I  am  sure  I  always  feel  her  in  my  bones.  If 
her  complexion  don’t  please  her,  or  she  looks  yellow  in  a 
morning,  I  am  sure  to  look  black  and  blue  for  it  before 
night. 

CooJc.  (r.)  I  dare  not  come  within  her  reach :  I  have 
some  six  broken  heads  already.  A  lady,  tggpiiba  !  A  she- 
bear  is  a  civiller  animal ! 

Foot.  Heaven  help  my  poor  master ! — This  devilish  ter¬ 
magant,  scolding  woman  will  be  the  death  of  him ;  I  never 
saw  a  man  so  altered  in  all  the  days  of  my  life. 


X  Enter  a  Blind  Fiddler ,  Jobson,  and  Neighbours, 

Bin  hut—  i  ■  ^  


Jjm 


But.  Welcome,  welcome  all !  this  is  our  wish.  Honest 
old  acquaintance,  Goodman  Jobson  !  how  dost  thou  ! 

■■I  mJMu  (l.  c.)  By  my  troth,  I  am  always  sharp  set  towards 
punch,  and  am  now  come  with  a  firm  resolution,  though 
but  a  poor  cobbler,  to  be  as  richly  drunk  as  a  lord.  I 
have  a  true  English  heart,  and  look  upon  drunkenness  as 
.the  best  part  of  the  liberty  of  the  subject. 

But.  Come, "jobson,  we’ll  bring  out  our  bowl  of  punch 
in  solemn  procession ;  and  then  for  a  song  to  crown  our 
happiness. 

[  They  all  exeunt ,  r.,  and  return  with  a  large  bowl 
ofjounch,  marching  round  the  hall. 


ROUND. — Air,  “  Charles  of  Sweden .” 


Come,  jolly  Bacchus,  god  of  wine, 
Crown  this  night  with  pleasure  ; 
Let  none  at  cares  of  life  repine, 

To  destroy  our  pleasure. 

Fill  up  the  mighty  sparkling  bowl, 
That  ev’ry  true  and  loyal  soul 
May  drink  and  sing  without  control, 
To  support  our  pleasure. 
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Thus,  nighty  Bacchus,  fehalt  thou  be 
Guardian  of  our  pleasure  ; 

That  undet  thy  protection,  we 
May  enj\jv  new  pleasure. 

And  as  the  murs  glide  away, 

We’ll  in  thy  kme  invoke  their  stay, 

And  sing  thy  praises,  that  we  may 
Live  and  die  wltih  pleasure^ 

But.  The  king  and  the  royal  family  in  a  brimmer  ! 

ROUND. 

Here’s  a  good  health  to  the  king, 

And  send  him  a  prosperous  reign  ! 

O’er  hills  and  high  mountains, 

We'll  drink  dry  the  fountains, 

Until  the  sun  rises  again, 

Brave  boys ! 

Until  the  sun  rises  again. 

Then  heife’s  to  thee,  ri\y  boy  boon, 

And  here\  to  thee,  my  boy  boon  ! 

As  we’vd  tarried  all  day 
For  to  drink  down  the  sun, 

So  we’ll  tarry  and  drink  down  the  moon, 

Brave  boys ! 

So  we’ll  tarry  pid  drink  d^wn  the  moon.  , 
Omnes.  Huzza » 

But.  Now,  Jobson,  I’ll  give  you  a  toast.  All  of  you 
down  on  your  marrow-bones.  [ They  all  kneel.']  Here’s 
success  to  Sir  John,  and  confusion  to  my  lady !  [ Drinks . 

Every  man  in  his  turn.  [Drinking.]  Oh,  I  forgot 
the  toast.  Success  to  Sir  John,  and  confusion  to  my  lady  1 
f Hedrinksjigain,  and  carries  the  bowl  to  Lettice,  l. 
— liQ'uVr  roundYo  eacTi "other. 

. fob.  [Drinking  after  every  one.]  Every  man  in  his 


turn ! 

But.  Jobson,  crown  the  bowl.  Now,  shall  we  have  a 
dance,  or  a  game  at  Blindman’s-buff  ? 

Omnes.  Oh,  Blindman’s-buff! 

Cook.  Aye,  and  Jobson  shall  be  blinded. 

No,  no  ! — Lucy,  or  Lettice. 

Omnes.  No — Jobson ! 

Well,  well ;  but  don’t  blind  my  nose. 

[They  tie  a  handkerchief  over  his  eyes. 
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But. 
_ Jnh. 

But. 


But.  Now,  then.  Hcfw  many  horses  does  your  father 
keep  ? 

■  Tnh  Horses  !  —  Lord  bless  you  !  he  never  had  but  one 
donkey. 

But.  You  must  say  three. 

Oh,  very  well.  Three  !  * 

White,  brown,  or  gray  ? 

White,  brown,  and  gray. 

Turn  round  three  times,  and  catch  whom  you  may. 

[They  turn  him  about. 
Stop,  stop  I  I  must  first  know  your  names.  [To 
the  Butler. ]  What  will  you  be  ? 

But.  Old  Port. 

[To  the  Cook.']  And  you  ? 

Cook.  Roast  Beef. 

_  -r-T Thh  And  you,  Lettice  ? 

Let.  Dimity  Petticoat. 
vtve&Mii) .  And  you,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Holland  Smock. 

Omnes.  [Laughing.']  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  —  Bravo  !  —  Now 
for  it !  [They  'play  at  Blindman’  s-buff. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Lady  Loverule,  l. 


\fvrb.  [Catching  Lady  Loverule  in  his  arms.]  Holland 
Smock ! 

r tlejakes  the  handkerchief  from  his  eyes,  and ,  find¬ 

ing  his  mistalee"Tonceatsfmhself  under  the  table. 

Lady  L.  Oh,  heaven  and  earth  !  what’s  here  within  my 
doors  ?  IsJa^HTrokeierose  ?  What  troop  of  friends  are 
here?  [To  the  Butler.]  Sirrah — you  impudent  rascal! 
speak !  [Beats  him. 

Sir  J.  For  shame,  my  dear  !  As  this  is  a  time  of  mirth 
and  jollity,  it  has  always  been  the  custom  of  my  house  to 
give  my  servants  liberty  at  this  season,  and  to  treat  my 
country  neighbours,  that  with  innocent  sports  they  may 
divert  themselves. 

Lady  L.  I  say,  meddle  with  your  own  affairs ;  I  will 
govern  my  own  household  without  your  interference. — 
Shall  I  ask  your  leave  to  correct  my  own  servants  ? 

Sir  J.  I  thought,  madam,  this  had  been  my  house,  and 
these  my  tenants  and  domestics. 

Lady  L.  Did  1  bring  you  a  fortune  to  be  thus  abused 
and  snubbed  before  menials  ?  Do  you,  ungrateful  man  ! 
call  my  authority  in  question  ?  Look  you  to  your  dogs 
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and  horses  abroad  ;  but  it  shall  be  my  province  to  govern 
here  ;  nor  will  I  be  controlled  by  e’er  a  hunting,  hawking 
knight  in  Christendom  ! 

[Exit,  r.,  beating  and,  driving  the  Servants  before  her. 
AIR. — S^.  John 
Ye  gods  !  ^ou  gave 
Out  of?' your 
To  be  the  coi 
An#  I  was 
But  if  your 
^or  greater 
TV  obey 

-  /  I’m  read 

This  it  is  to  be  married  to  a  continual  tempest :  strife  and 
noise,  canting  and  hypocrisy,  are  eternally  afloat.  ’Tis 
impossible  to  bear  it  much  longer. 

Re-enter  Lady  Loverule,  r.,  followed  by  the  Butler, 
Lucy,  and  other  Servants. 

Lady  L.  Y%.  scoundrels  and  odious  jades!  I’ll 

teach  you  to  junket  th\is,  and  steal  my  provisions  !  I 
shall  be  devoured  at  this  rate. 

But.  (l.)  I  thought,  madam,  we  might  be  merry  once 
upon  a  holyday. 

Lady  L.  Holyday,  you  popish  cur  !  —  Is  one  day  more 
holy  than  another  ? — And  if  it  be,  you’re  sure  to  get  tipsy 
upon  it,  you  rogue  !  [Beating  him.']  And  you,  too,  minx, 
[To  Lucy.]  you  impudent  flirt!  are  you  jigging  it  after 
an  abominable  fiddle  ?  [Pulling  her  by  the  ears.]  All 
dancing  is  bad,  hussy  ! 

Lucy.  Oh,  lud  !  she  has  pulled  off  both  my  ears  !  — 

Sir  J.  Pray,  madam,  consider  your  sex  and  quality.  I 
blush  for  your  behaviour  ! 

Lady  L.  :  you  shall  not  in¬ 

struct  me ! 

[Lady  Loverule  again  beats  the  Servants,  and  drives 
them  off,  l. — in  the  confusion ,  the  table  is  upset, 
and  discovers  Jobson  on  his  Jcnees. 

Lady  L-^  [To  Jobson.]  Who  are  you,  thus  muffled,  you 
buzzard  ? 

1 1  n k'k-  [Coming  forward .]  I’m  an  honest,  plain,  psalm¬ 
singing  cobbler,  madam.  If  your  ladyship  would  but  go 
to  church,  you  might  hear  me  above  all  the  rest  of  the 
congregation. 
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Lady  L.  I’ll  try  thy  voice  here  first,  villain  ! 

[Strikes  him. 

Nounz  !  what  a  plauge — what  the  devil  ails  you  ? 
Lady  L.  Oh,  !  wicked  varlet ! 

SirJ.  F ^sJa*uu&,  is  joaon- 

^tryns,  I 

Lady  L.  Was  ever  a  poor  lady  so  miserable  in  a  brutish 
husband  as  I  am  ? — 

wwniimiMi  t 

■  ft)  ft  ^Singing.'] 

He  that  has  the  best  wife, 

She’s  the  plague  of  his  life  *, 

But  for  her  who  will  scold  and  will  quarrel,  &q«* 


While  singing ,  Jobson  takes  off  his  strap,  and  beats 
iady  Loverule,  running  on  and  off,  l.,  at  each  line 
of  the  catch ,  and  finally  exits ,  L. 

Lady  L.  Oh,  rogue  !  scoundrel !  villain  ! 

Sir  J.  Remember-  madoefry  ! 

Lady  L.  I’ll  rout  you  all  with  a  vengeance!  [To  the 
blind  Fiddler,  r.]  I’ll  spoil  your  squeaking  treble  ! 

[Beats  the  fiddle  about  his  head. 

Fiddler.  Oh,  murder  !  murder !  —  Which  way  shall  I 
get  hence  ?  She  has  broke  my  fiddle,  and  undone  me  and 
my  wufe  and  children  ! 

Sir  J.  Here,  poor  fellow  !  take  your  staff,  and  be  gone. 
There’s  money  to  buy  you  two  such  fiddles.  This  is  your 
way.  [Leads  him  off,  l. 

Lady  L.  Methinks  you  are  very  liberal,  sir.  Must  my 
estate  maintain  you  in  your  profuseness  ? 

SirJ.  [Crossing  to  r.]  Go  up  to  your  closet,  pray,  and 
compose  your  mind. 

Lady  L.  Oh,  wiefced  man,  4o-  bid-me-pray  ! 

Sir  J.  [Aside.~\  A  man  cannot  be  completely  cursed,  I 
see,  without  marriage  ;  but  since  there  is  such  a  thing  as 
a  separate  maintenance,  she  shall  to-morrow  enjoy  the  be¬ 
nefit  of  it.  [Knocking  heard  untliout,  l.]  Here  !  where 
are  my  servants?.  Must  they  be  frighted  from  me?  — 
[Calling  off,  l.]  Within  there  !  see  who  knocks. 

Lady  L.  Within  there! — Where  are  mywktte-?  Ye 
drahsd  ye  queans  !  lights  there  I 

Re-enter  the  Butler,  l. 

But.  Sir,  it  is  a  doctor  that  lives  ten  miles  oft’ ;  he  prac¬ 
tices  physic,  and  is  an  astrologer.  Your  worship  knows 
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him  very  well :  he  is  a  cunning  man,  makes  almanacks, 
and  can  help  people  to  their  lost  goods  again.  [Exit,  l. 

Enter  Doctor,  l. 


Doc.  Sir,  I  humbly  beg  your  honour’s  pardon  for  this 
unseasonable  intrusion ;  but  I  am  benighted,  and  ’tis  so 
dark,  that  I  can’t  possibly  find  my  way  home  ; — and  know¬ 
ing  your  worship’s  hospitality,  desire  the  favour  to  be 
harboured  under  your  roof  to-night. 

Lady  L.  [Crossing  to  him.~\  Out  of  my  house,  you 
ItWNi  conjurer  !  you  magician  ! 

Doc.  [Aside. Here’s  a  turn  !  here’s  a  change  !  Well, 
if  I  have  any  art,  ye  shall  smart  for  this  ! 

Sir  J.  You  see,  friend,  I  am  not  master  of  my  own 
house  ;  therefore,  to  avoid  any  uneasiness,  go  down  the 
lane  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  and  you’ll  see  a  cob¬ 
bler’s  cottage  stay  there  awhile,  and  I’ll  send  my  ser¬ 
vant  to  conduct  you  to  a  tenant’s  house,  where  you’ll  be 
well  entertained. 

Doc.  I  thank  you,  sir.  I’m  your  most  humble  ser¬ 
vant.  [Aside.~\  But  as  for  your  lady  there,  she  shall  this 
night  feel  my  resentment.  [Exit,  l. 

Sir  J.  Come,  madam,  you  and  I  must  have  some  con¬ 
ference  together. 

Lady  L.  Yes  ;  I  will  have  a  conference  and  a  reforma¬ 
tion,  too,  in  this  house,  or  I’ll  turn  it  upside  down — I 
will !  [Exit,  r. 

AIR. — Sir  John  Loverule. 


Grajft  me,  ,§e  pow’rs,  by^this  reqq/st, 
And  let  wko  will  the  \yfirld  contest : 
Convey  ,per  to  some  distant  shore, 
Where;!  may  ne’er  behold  her  more  ; 
JOr  lefifine  to  some/ottage  fly/ 
f  In  IJreedom’s  arr*  to  live  apd  die  ! 


[Exit,  r. 


r 


SCENE  III. — The  Interior  of  Jobson’s  Cottage — table 
<■  and  chairs. 

Nell  and  the  Doctor  discovered  seated ,  c. 


Nell.  Pray,  sir,  mend  your  draught,  if  you  please  ;  you 
are  very  welcome,  sir. 

Doc.  Thank  you  heartily,  good  woman  ;  and,  to  requite 
your  civility,  I’ll  tell  you  your  fortune. 

Nell.  Oh,  pray  do,  sir !  I  never  had  my  fortune  told  me 
in  my  life. 
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Doc.  Let  me  behold  the  lines  of  your  face. 

Nell.  I’m  afraid,  sir,  ’tis  none  of  the  cleanest:  I  have 
been  about  dirty  work  all  this  day. 

Doc.  Come,  come ;  ’tis  a  good  face;  be  not- ashamed 
of  it — you  shall  show  it  in  greater  places  suddenly. 

Nell.  O  dear,  sir,  I  shall  be  mightily  ashamed  ; — I  want 
’dacity  when  I  come  before  great  folks. 

Doc.  You  must  be  confident,  and  fear  nothing.  There 
is  much  happiness  attends  you. 

Nell.  [Aside.]  Oh,  me  !  this  is  a  rare  man !  Heaven 
be  thanked  ! 

Doc.  To-morrow,  before  the  sun  rise,  you  shall  be  the 
happiest  woman  in  this  country. 

Nell.  How  !  by  to-morrow  ?  Alack-a-day  !  sir,  how 
can  that  be  ? 

Doc.  No  more  shall  you  be  troubled  with  a  surly  hus¬ 
band,  that  rails  at  and  straps  you. 

Nell.  [Aside.]  Lud  !  how  came  he  to  know  that  ?  He 
must  be  a  conjurer.  [Aloud.]  Indeed,  my  husband  is 
somewhat  rugged,  and  in  his  cups  will  beat  me,  but  it  is 
not  much.  He’s  an  honest  pains-taking  man,  and  I  let 
him  have  his  way.  Pray,  sir,  take  t’other  cup  of  ale. 

Doc.  I  thank  you.  Believe  me,  to-morrow  you  shall 
be  the  richest  woman  i’  th’  hundred,  and  ride  in  your  own 
coach. 

Nell.  Oh,  father  !  you  jeer  me  ! 

Doc.  By  my  art,  I  do  not.  But  mark  my  words  :  be 
confident,  and  bear  all  out,  or  worse  will  follow. 

Nell.  Never  fear,  sir ;  I  warrant  you.  Oh,  gemini ! 
a  coach ! 

AIR. — Nell. 


A 


My  swelling  heart  no$  leaps  for  foy, 
And  riches  all  my  thoughts  empj^6y. 
No  morq  shall  people  call  me  N/ll, — 
“  Her  Ladyship”  will  do  as  well. 
Deck’d  in  my  golden  rich  arr^y, 

I’ll  ir/my  chario£  roll  away,/ 
And/jhine  at  rijfg,  at  bally&nd  play  ! 


,-0 


Enter  Jobson,  l. 

. . .  q&ga* 

(l.)  Where  is  this  quean  ? — Here,  Nell  ! — What, 
the  plague  !  are  you  drunk  with  your  lamb’s-wool  ? 

Nell,  (c.)  Oh,  husband,  here’s  the  rarest  man !  he  has 
told  me  my  fortune  ! 
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yf).  Has  he  so  ?  . planted  my  forttmeT'too 

— a4ws4ji^iJW^h»wis  «po».  h«»d  !  ? 

Doc.  Thy  wife  is  a  virtuous  woman,  and  thou  wilt  be 
happy. 

*m*m  job.  Come  out,  you  hang-dog  !  you  juggler  !  you  cheat¬ 
ing,  bamboozling  villain  !  Mttsfcdk  he  by. - such 

rogues.  as  yo»»&i*e? — mackmaticians  and  almanack  ma¬ 
kers  ! 

Nell.  Pr’ythee,  peace,  husband  ! — We  shall  be  rich,  and 
have  a  coach  of  our  own. 

A  coach  !  — A  cart — a  wheel-barrow,  you  jade  ! — 
By  the  mackin,  she’s  drunk — most  confoundedly  drunk  ! 
[ Beating  her  with  his  strap.']  Get  you  to  bed,  you  hussy  ! 

Nell.  Oh,  mercy  on  us  !  is  this  a  taste  of  my  good  for¬ 
tune  ?  [Exit,  r. 

Doc.  You  had  better  not  have  touched  her,  you  surly 
rogue ! 

"•»w  Out  of  my  house,  you  villain  !  ore’ll  run  my  «wl 

mp-  to  thir  handle  in  ytmr  hrarfr ! 

Doc.  [ Crossing  to  u.]  Farewell,  you  paltry  slave  ! 

Job.  Get  out,  you  rogue  !  [ Exeunt ,  l. 


SCENE  IY. — An  open  Country. 

Enter  the  Doctor,  l.  u.  e. 

AIR. — Doctor.  Tune — The  Spirit’s  Sony  in  Macbeth. 

My  little  spirits,  now  appear, — 

Nadir  and  Abishog,  draw  near. 

The  time  is  short — make  no  delay ; 

Then  quickly  haste,  and  come  away. 

Nor  moon  nor  stars  afford  their  light, 

But  all  is  wrapt  in  gloomy  night  ; — 

Both  men  and  beasts  to  rest  incline, 

And  ail  things  favour  my  design. 

Spirits.  [ Without ,  R.]  Say,  master,  what  is  to  be  done  ? 

Doc.  My  strict  commands  be  sure  attend ; 

For,  ere  this  night  shall  have  an  end, 

You  must  this  cobbler’s  wife  transform, 

And  to  the  knight’s  the  like  perform. 

Math  all  your  most  specific  charms, 

Convey  each  wife  to  diff’rent  arms  : 

Let  the  delusion  be  so  strong, 

That  none  may  know  the  right  from  wrong. 
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Spirits.  [  Without .]  All  this  we  will  with  care  perform, 

In  thunder,  lightning,  and  a  storm. 

[ Thunder . — Exeunt  the  Doctor ,  l. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. — The  Interior  of  Jobson1  s  Cottage — a  bed ,  r. 


Jobson  discovered  at  work,  e.  c. 


mm mim1-  What  devil  has  been  abroad  to-night  ?  I  never 
heard  such  claps  of'  thunder  in  my  life.  I  thought  my 
little  hovel  would  have  flown  away  ;  but  now  all  is  clear 
again,  and  a  fine  star-light  morning  it  is.  I’ll  settle  my¬ 
self  to  work.  They  say  winter’s  thunder  is  summer’s 
wonder. 

BALLAD. — Jobson.  Air — “  Sally  in  our  Alley .” 


Of  all  the  trades  from  east  to  west, 
The  cobbler’s,  past  contending, 

Is  like  in  time  to  prove  the  best, 
Which  ev’ry  day  is  mending. 

How  great  his  praise  who  can  amend 
The  soles  of  all  his  neighbours  ; 
Nor  is  unmindful  of  his  end, 

But  to  his  last  still  labours. 


Lady  Loverule.  [In  the  bed.']  Heyday  !  what  impudent 
ballad-singing  rogue  is  that,  who  dares  wake  me  out  of  my 
sleep  ?  I’ll  have  you  flogged,  you  rascal ! 
tsumfnb.  What,  the  devil !  does  she  talk  in  her  sleep  ?  or  is 
she  drunk  still  ? 

AIR. — Jobson.  Tune,  “  Now  ponder  well,  ye  Parents 

deary 


In  Bath  a  wanton  wife  did  dwell, 
As  Chaucer  he  did  write, 

Who  wantonly  did  spend  her  time 
In  many  a  fond  delight. 

All  on  a  time  so  sick  she  was, 

And  she  at  length  did  die ; 

And  then  her  soul  at  Paradise 
Did  knock  most  mightily. 
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Lady  L.  Why,  villain !  rascal !  screech-owl !  who- 
■it'iTrrTrcc..aioiaC'  tiltw  tjpg  hung  in  the- pales,  or  a 
keg  .-mi.  a.  J* ightarawri .  Where  are  all  my  servants  ?  [ Knock¬ 


ing  violently  against  the  side  of  the  bed.']  Somebody  come, 
i- string  this  rogue  ! 

Why,  how  now,  you 


brazen 


quean 
? 


!  You  must 

get  drunk  with  the  conjurer,  must  you  ?  I’ll  give  you 
money  another  time  to  spend  in  lamb’s-wool,  you  saucy 
jade,  shall  I  ? 

Lady  L.  Monstrous  !  —  I  can  find  no  bell  to  ring  !  — 
Where  are  all  my  servants  ?  They  shall  toss  him  in  a 
blanket ! 

*  Ah,  the  jade’s  asleep  still :  the  conjurer  told  her 

she  should  keep  her  coach,  and  she  is  dreaming  of  her 
equipage.  [Sings  the  continuation  of  the  preceding  Air . 


I  will  come,  in  spite,  she  said, 

Of  all  such  churls  as  thee  ; 

Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  our  pain, 

Our  grief  and  misery. 

Thou  first  broke  the  commandment, 

In  honour  of  thy  wife  : 

When  Adam  heard  her  say  these  words, 
He  ran  away  for  life. 


Lady  L.  Why,  husband  !  Sir  John  ’.  will  you  suffer  me 
to  be  thus  insulted  ? 

■  ■Mi.  Husband!  Sir  John  ! — What  a  plague!  has  she 
knighted  me  ?  and  my  name’s  Zekiel,  too  ! — A  good  jest, 
faith  ! 

Lady  L.  Ha  !  he’s  gone — he’s  not  in  the  bed  !  —  Hea¬ 
vens  !  where  am  I  ?  —  Fooh  !  what  loathsome  s#teHs~*se 
Canvass  sheets,  and  a  filthy,  ragged  curtain !  a 


beastly  rug,  and  a  flock-bed  !  Am  I  awake  ?  or  is  it  all 


a  dream  ?  What  rogue  is  that  ?  “Sirrah,  where  am  I  ? 
who  brought  me  hither  ? — What  rascal  are  you  ? 
mu  jUtb.  This  is  amazing !  I  never  heard  such  words  from 
her  before.  If  I  take  my  strap  to  you,  I’ll  make  you 
know  your  husband  ;  I’ll  teach  you  better  manners,  ymr 

Lady  L.  Oh,  astonishing  impudence!  —  You  my  hus¬ 
band,  sirrah  ?  —  I’ll  have  you  hanged,  you  rogue  ! — I’m  a 
lady  !  —  Let  me  know  who  has  .given  me  a  sleeping- 
draught,  and  conveyed  me  hither,  you  dirty  varlet ! 

A  sleeping-draught ! — Yes,  you  drunken  jade  !  you 
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aad  a  sleeping- draught,  with  a  plague  to  ye  !  What !  has 
not  your  lamb’s-wool  rone  working  yet  ? 

Lady  L.  Where  am  I  ?— Where  has  my  villanous  hus¬ 
band  put  me  ?  [ Calling  loudly. ]  Lucy  !  Lettice  ! — Where 
ire  my  queans?  /?>  _ 

[Laughing.’]  Ha !  ha  !  ha  ! — What !  does  she  call 
tier  maids,  too  ?  The  conjurer  has  made  her  mad  as  well 
is  drunk. 

Lady  L.  He  talks  of  conjurers  :  sure  I  am  bewitched  ! 
[Searching  on  the  bed.]  Ha  !  what  clothes  are  here  ?■ — A 
Linseywoolsey  gown,  a  calico  hood,  a  red  bays’  petticoat ! — 
I  am  removed  from  my  own  house  by  witchcraft !  What 
must  I  do  ?  what  will  become  of  me  ? 


rises  from  the  bed.— 


Horns  are  heard  without ,  l. 

■  Jfr*  Hark !  the  hunters  and  the  merry  horns  are 
abroad.  Why,  Nell,  you  lazy  jade  !  ’tis  break  of  day  ! — 
To  work — to  work  !- —  Come  and  spin,  you  drab  !  or  I’ll 
tan  your  hide  for  you  !  What  the  plague  !  must  I  be  at 
work  two  hours  before  you  in  the  morning  ? 

Lady  L.  [Coming  forward,  r.  c.]  Why,  sirrah — thou 
impudent  villain  !  dost  thou  not  know  me,  you  rogue  ? 

Know  you  ! — Yes,  I  know  you  well  enough  ;  and 
I’ll  make  you  know  me  before  I  have  done  with  you ! 

Lady  L.  I  am  Sir  John  Loverule’s  lady.  How  came  I 
here  ? 

hmU).  Sir  John  Loverule’s  lady  !  —  No,  Nell;  not  quite 
so  bad  neither  :  —  that  confounded,  stingy,  fanatic  vixen, 
plagues  every  one  that  comes  near  her ;  the  whole  country 
purses  her. 

Lady  L.  Nay,  then,  I’ll  hold  no  longer.  [Flinging  old 
shoes  and  other  things  at  Jobson.]  You  rogue — you  inso¬ 
lent  villain  !  I’ll  teach  you  better  manners  ! 

-  Jrifi  [Aside.]  This  is  more  than  ever  I  saw  her  do ;  I 
never  had  an  ill  word  from  her  before.  [Taking  off  his 
strap.]  Come,  strap  !  [To  Lady  Loverule,  beating  her.] 
I’ll  try  your  mettle  —  I’ll  sober  you,  I  warrant  you,  ye 
piean  ! 

Lady  L.  [Flying  at  him.]  I’ll  ■p*dLyou-rthroat  out  ! — 
trot  yomneyes  !  I  am  a  lady,  sirrah  !  Oh  !  mur- 
ler  !  murder  !  Sir  John  Loverule  will  hang  you  for  this, 
fou  villain  !  Murder  !  murder  ! 

wmhrb.  Come,  hussy,  leave  fooling,  and  go  to  your  spin¬ 
ring,  or  else  I’ll  lamb  you  in  a  way  you  never  before  was 
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lambed  since  you  were  an  inch  long.  [S^e  knocks  down 
the  spinning-wheel.']  Take  it  up,  you  jade  ! 

[She  refuses,  and  Jobson  again  beats  her  with  the  strap. 
Lady  L.  Hold  !  hold  ! — I’ll  do  anything  ! 
i  - - f#  Oh  !  I  thought  I  should  soon  bring  you  to  your¬ 

self  again ! 

Lady  L.  [Aside.]  What  shall  I  do  ? — I  can’t  spin, 
tfer pr-— I’ll  into  my  stall ;  ’tis  now  broad  day. 

[Sits  to  his  work,  and  sings. 


SONG. — Jobson.  ,  Air,  “  Come ,  let^us  prepared ’ 

Let  matters  of  ^tate 
Disquiet  the  great,  / 

The  cobbler  $as  naught,  to  perplex  him  ; 

Has  naught  but  his  wife 
To  ruffle  his  life, 

And  her  hq  can  strajj  if  she  vfx  him. 

,He’s  out  </f  the  pow’r 
/Of  fortune,  that  whore, 

Since  lo^  as  can  l?e  she  has  thrust  him ; 

/*  From  dims  he’s  Secure, 

For,  being  so  pafcr, 
none  tq  be  founa  that  will  trust  him. 


[During  this  song,  Lady  Loverule  keeps  turning  the 
spinning-wheel  about ,  and  at  length  runs  it  against 
Jobson. 

— - hi  Heyday  !  I  think  the  jade’s  brain  is  turned.  — 

What,  have  you  forgot  to  spin,  hussy  ? 

Lady  L.  [Aside. J  Yes,  but  I  have  not  forgotten  to  run. 

[Exit,  hastily,  l. 

Zounds  !  does  she  run  for  it  ?  I’ll  be  after  her  ! 

[Exit,  l. 


SCENE  II. — A  Chamber  in  Sir  John  Loverule"1  s  House — 
a  bed,  c.  f. — a  toilette  table ,  r. — a  door,  l. 

Nell  discovered  in  the  bed. 

Nell.  What  pleasant  dreams  I  have  had  to-night ! — 
Methought  I  was  in  Paradise,  upon  a  bed  of  violets  and! 
roses,  and  the  sweetest  husband  by  my  side  !  Ha  !  bless 
me  !  where  am  I  now  ?  what  sweets  are  these  ?  No  gar¬ 
den  in  the  spring  can  equal  them.  Am  I  on  a  bed  ?  The< 
sheets  are  sarcenet,  sure  ;  no  linen  ever  was  so  fine.— 
What  a  gay,  silken  robe  have  I  got !  O  heaven  !  I  dream ! 
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Yet,  if  this  be  a  dream,  I  would  not  wish  to  wake  again. 
Sure,  I  died  last  night,  and  went  to  heaven,  and  this  is  it ! 

[&Ae  covers  herself  up. 

Enter  Lucy,  l.  d. 

Lucy.  Now  must  I  awake  an  alarum  that  will  not  lie 
still  again  till  midnight,  at  soonest.  The  first  greeting  I 
suppose  will  be  jade,  or  hussy.  [. Approaching  the  bed ,  and 
calling.']  Madam  !  madam  1 

Nell.  [ Half  rising  in  the  bed.]  Oh,  gemini !  who’s 
this  ? — What  dost  say,  sweetheart  ? 

Lucy.  [Aside.]  Sweetheart  1 — Oh,  lud  !  sweetheart ! — 
The  best  names  1  have  had  these  three  months  from  her 
have  been  slut  or  baggage.  [Aloud.]  What  gown  and  ruf¬ 
fles  will  your  ladyship  wear  to-day  ? 

Nell.  [Aside.]  What  does  she  mean  ?  —  Ladyship  ! 
gown  and  ruffles  !  Sure,  I  am  awake  !  Oh,  I  remember 
the  cunning  man  now  ! 

Lucy.  Did  your  ladyship  speak  ? 

Nell.  Yes,  child ;  I’ll  wear  the  same  I  did  yesterday. 

Lucy.  [Aside.]  Mercy  upon  me  !  —  Child  !  —  Here’s  a 
miracle  ! 

Enter  Lettice,  l.  d. 

Let.  [Apart  to  Imcy.]  Is  my  lady  awake  ?  Have  you 
had  her  shoe  or  her  slipper  at  your  head  yet  ? 

Lucy.  [Apart. ]  Oh,  no ;  I’m  overjoyed  ;  she’s  in  the 
kindest  humour  !  Go  to  the  bed  and  speak  to  her ; — 
now’s  your  time ! 

Let.  [Apart.]  Now’s  my  time ! — What,  to  have  ano¬ 
ther  tooth  beat  out  ?  [Going  up  to  the  bed.]  Madam  ! 

Nell.  What  dost  say,  my  dear  ?  [Aside.]  Oh,  father ! 
what  would  she  have  t 

Let.  What  work  will  your  ladyship  please  to  have  done 
to-day  ?  Shall  I  work  plain-work,  or  go  to  my  stitching  ? 

Nell.  Work,  child  ! — ’Tis  a  holiday  ;  no  work  to-day. 

Let.  [Apart  to  Lucy.]  Oh,  mercy !  am  I  or  thee 
awake  ?  or  do  we  both  dream  ?  Here’s  a  blessed  change  ! 

Lucy.  [Apart.]  If  it  continues,  we  shall  be  a  happy 
family. 

Let.  Your  ladyship’s  chocolate  is  ready. 

Nell.  [Aside.]  Mercy  on  me  !  what’s  that  ?  —  Some 
garment,  I  suppose.  [Aloud,  getting  out  of  bed.]  Put  it 
on,  then,  sweetheart. 

Let.  Put  it  on,  madam! — I  have  just  taken  it  off';  ’tis 
ready  to  drink. 
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.  Nell,  (r.)  I  mean,  put  it  by ;  I  don’t  care  for  drinking 
now. 

Enter  the  Cook,  l.  d. 

CooJc.  [Aside.']  Now  I  go,  like  a  bear  to  the  stake,  to 
know  her  scurvy  ladyship’s  commands  about  dinner  ! — 
How  many  rascally  names  shall  I  be  called,  I  wonder  ? 

Let.  [Crossing  to  l.]  Oh,  John  Cook !  you’ll  be  out 
of  your  wits  to  find  my  lady  in  so  sweet  a  temper. 

Cook.  [Aside.]  What,  the  devil  !  are  they  all  mad  1 

Lucy.  Madam,  here’s  the  cook  come  about  dinner. 

Nell.  [Aside.]  Oh,  there’s  a  fine  cook !  he  looks  like 
one  of  your  gentlefolks.  [To  the  Cook.]  Indeed,  honest 
man,  I’m  very  hungry  now  :  pray  get  me  a  rasher  upon 
the  coals,  a  piece  of  one  milk  cheese,  and  some  nice  white 
bread. 

Cook.  [Aside.]  Hey  !  what’s  to  do  here  ?  —  My  head 
turns  round  !  —  Honest  man  !  —  I  looked  for  rogue  and 
rascal  at  the  least.  She’s  strangely  changed  in  her  diet, 
as  well  as  her  humour.  [Aloud.]  I’m  afraid,  madam, 
cheese  and  bacon  will  sit  very  heavy  on  your  ladyship’s 
stomach  in  a  morning.  If  you  please,  madam,  I’ll  toss 
you  up  a  white  fricasee  of  chickens  in  a  trice,  madam  ;  or 
what  does  your  ladyship  think  of  a  veal  sweetbread  ? 

Nell.  E’en  what  you  will,  good  cook. 

Cook.  [Aside.]  Good  cook  !  good  cook  ! 

Enter  the  Butler,  l.  d. 

[Apart  to  him,.]  I  am  out  of  my  wits !  — We  have  the; 
kindest,  sweetest  lady - 

But.  You  shamming  rogue  !  I  think  you  are  out  of  your' 
wits,  all  of  ye ; — the  maids  look  merrily,  too. 

Lucy.  Here’s  the  butler,  madam,  to  know  your  lady¬ 
ship’s  orders. 

Nell.  Oh,  pray,  Mr.  Butler,  let  me  have  some  small! 
beer  when  my  breakfast  comes  in. 

But.  [Aside.]  Mr.  Butler  !  Mr.  Butler  !  —  I  shall  be 
turned  into  stone  with  amazement !  [Aloud.]  Would  not 
your  ladyship  rather  have  a  glass  of  frontiniac  or  lacryme  ? 

Nell.  [Aside.]  Dear  me  !  what  hard  names  they  are  !! 
But  I  must  not  betray  myself.  [Aloud.]  Well,  which  yon 
please,  Mr.  Butler. 

Enter  the  Coachman,  l.  d. 

But.  Go,  get  you  in,  and  be  rejoiced  as  I  am  ! 
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Coach.  [Apart  to  him.']  The  cook  has  been  making  his 
game  I  know  not  how  long.  What,  do  you  banter,  too  ? 

Lucy.  Madam,  the  coachman. 

Coach.  I  come  to  know  if  your  ladyship  goes  out  to¬ 
day,  and  which  you’ll  have — the  coach,  chariot,  or  vis- 
a-vis  ? 

Nell.  Oh,  T’ll  ride  in  all  three. 

Coach.  [Aside,  going.]  Then  the  devil  may  drive  you 
for  me!  [Exeunt  all  the  Servants,  l. 

Nell.  I  can  hardly  think  I’m  awake  yet.  How  well 
pleased  they  all  seem  to  wait  upon  me  !  Oh,  notable  cun¬ 
ning  man  1  My  head  turns  round  !  I’m  quite  giddy  with 
my  own  happiness  ! 

SONG. — Nell.  Air,  “  What  though  1  am  a  Country 

Lass.” 

Though  late  I  was  a  cobbler’s  wife, 

In  cottage  most  obscure-a  ; 

In  plain  stuff  gown  and  short-ear’ d  coif, 

Hard  labour  did  endure-a ; — 

The  scene  is  chang’d — I’m  alter’d  quite, 

And  from  poor  humble  Nell-a, 

I’ll  learn  to  dance,  to  read  and  write, 

And  from  all  bear  the  bell-a.  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  III. —  The  Servants’  Hall. 

Enter  Sir  John  Loverule,  l.,  meeting  the  Butler, 
Lucy,  and  other  Servants,  r. 

But.  Oh,  sir,  here’s  the  rarest  news  ! 

Lucy.  There  never  was  the  like,  sir ;  you’ll  be  over¬ 
joyed  and  amazed  ! 

Sir  J.  What,  are  ye  mad  ? — What’s  the  matter  with  ye  ? 
How  now  ? — Here’s  a  new  face  in  my  family  ! — What’s 
the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

But.  Oh,  sir  !  the  family’s  turned  upside  down  ;  —  we 
are  almost  distracted — the  happiest  people  ! 

Lucy.  Aye  ;  my  lady,  sir,  my  lady - 

Sir  J.  What,  is  she  dead  ? 

But.  Dead  1 — Heaven  forbid  !  Oh  !  she’s  the  best  wo¬ 
man — the  sweetest  lady - 

Sir  J.  This  is  astonishing  !  I  must  go  and  inquire  into 
this  wonder.  If  this  be  true,  I  shall  rejoice  indeed  ! 

[Exit,  r. 
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But.  ’Tis  true,  sir,  upon  my  honour.  Long  live  Sir 
John  and  my  lady  ! — Huzza  ! 

Omnes.  Huzza  !  [Exeunt  Servants,  l. 

SCENE  IV. — Another  Apartment  in  Sir  John  Loverule’s 

House. 

Enter  Nell,  r. 

Nell.  I  well  remember  the  cunning  man  warned  me  to 
bear  all  out  with  confidence,  or  worse,  he  said,  would  fol- 
lojw.  I  am  ashamed,  and  know  not  what  to  do  with  all 
this  ceremony.  I  am  amazed,  and  out  of  my  senses  !  I 
looked  in  the  glass,  and  saw  a  fine,  gay  thing  1  knew  not. 
Methought  my  face  was  not  at  all  like  that  I  have  seen  at 
home  in  a  piece  of  looking-glass  fastened  upon  the  cup¬ 
board.  But  great  ladies,  they  say,  have  flattering  glasses, 
that  show  them  far  unlike  themselves  ;  whilst  poor  folks’ 
glasses  represent  them  e’en  just  as  they  are. 

Enter  Lucy,  l. 

Lucy.  Oh,  madam,  here’s  my  master  just  returned 
from  hunting ! 

Enter  Sir  John  Loverule,  l. 

Nell.  [Aside. 1  Oh,  gemini !  this  fine  gentleman  my 
husband ! 

SirJ.  My  dear,  I  am  overjoyed  to  see  my  family  thus 
transported  with  ecstasy,  which  you  have  occasioned. 

Nell.  Sir,  I  shall  always  be  proud  to  do  everything  that 
may  give  you  delight,  or  your  family  satisfaction. 

SirJ.  By  Heaven,  I  am  charmed  !  Dear  creature,  if 
thou  continuest  thus,  I  had  rather  enjoy  thee  than  the  In¬ 
dies.  But  can  this  be  real  ?  may  I  believe  my  senses  ? 

Nell.  [. Kneeling .]  All’s  that  good  above  can  witness  for 
me,  I  am  in  earnest. 

Sir  J.  Rise,  my  dearest !  Now  am  I  happy  indeed  ! — 
Where  are  my  friends — my  servants  ?  Call  them  all,  and 
let  them  be  witnesses  of  my  happiness.  [Exit  Lucy,  l. 

Nell.  [Aside.']  Oh,  rare,  sweet  man  !  he  smells  like  a 
nosegay  !  Heaven  preserve  my  wits  ! 

DUET. — Sir  John  Loverule  and  Nell. 

SirJ.  Was  ever  man  possess’d  of 
So  sweet,  so  kind  a  wife  ? 

Dear  sir,  you  make  me  proud. 


Nell. 
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Be  you  but  kind, 

And  you  shall  find 
All  the  good  I  can  boast  of, 

Shall  end  but  with  my  life. 

Sir  J.  Give  me  thy  lips  ! 

Nell.  First  let  me,  dear  sir,  wipe  ’em. 

Sir  J.  Was  ever  so  sweet  a  wife  ?  [Kisses  her. 

Nell.  Thank  you,  dear  sir  ! 

I  vow  and  protest, 

I  ne’er  was  so  kiss’d ! 

Again,  sir ! 

Sir  J.  Again,  and  again,  my  dearest !  [Kisses. 

Oh,  may  it  last  for  life  ! 

What  joy  thus  to  enfold  thee  ! 

Nell.  What  pleasure  to  behold  thee, 

Inclin’d  again  to  kiss  ! 

Sir  J .  How  ravishing  the  bliss  ! 

Nell.  I  little  thought  this  morning 
’Twould  ever  come  to  this  ! 

[Da  Capo. — Exeunt,  l. 

SCENE  V. — Jobson's  Cottage.  j 

Enter  Lady  Loverule,  l. 

Lady  as  ever  lady  yet  so  miserable  ?  I  qfin’t  make 
one  soul  in  Hie  village  acknowledge  me :  they  surely  are 
all  in  the  conspiracy.  This  wicked  husband  of  mine  has 
laid  a  devilish  plbt  against  me ; — I  must  at  present  sub¬ 
mit,  that  I  may  hereafter  have  an  opportunity  of  execu¬ 
ting  my  design.  Herb  comes  the  rogue ;  I’ll  have  him 
strangled  !  But  now  I  must  yield. 

Enter  Jobson,  l. 

Job.  Well,  Nell,  art  thou  chme  to  thyself  yet  ? 

Lady  L.  Yes,  I  thank  youpJ  wonder  what  I  ailed. — 

This  cunning  man  has  put  powdfi^  in  my  drink,  most  cer¬ 
tainly. 

Job.  Powder! — The  brewer  putVood  store  of  powder 
of  malt  in  it,  that’s  all.  Pojvder,  quoth  she  ?  [ Laughing .] 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  V 

Lady  L.  I  never  was  so  before  in  alK.the  days  of  my 
life !  \ 

Job.  No,  nor  I  hope  never  will  be  so  agaih ;  to  put  me 
to  the  trouble  of  strapping  you  so  devilishly  ! 

Lady  L.  [Aside.~\  I’ll  have  that  right  hand  cut  off  for 

c  2 
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that,  you  rogue  !  [To  him.']  You  was  unmerciful  to  bruise 
me  so.  \  jf 

Job.  Well,\  I’m  going  to  Sir  Joh.it  Loverule’s  ;  all  his 
tenants  are  incited  ;  there’s  to  be  care  feasting  and  revel¬ 
ling,  and  open  house  kept  for  three  months. 

Lady  L.  Husband,  shan’t  I  go  with  you  ? 

Job.  What  the  devil  ails  /thee  now?  Did  I  not  tell 
thee  but  yesterday  I  would  4trap  thee  for  desiring  to  go  ? 
and  art  thou  at  it  agd^n,  with  a  plague  to  ye  ? 

J^,ady  L.  [Aside.]  WJhat  does  the  villain  mean  by  strap¬ 
ping  and  yesterday  ? 

Job.  Why,  I  have, beemmarried  but  six  weeks,  and  you 
long  to  make  me  J  cuckold  already  !  Stay  at  home,  and 
be  hanged  !  There’s  good  cold  pie  in  the  cupboard  ;  but 
I’ll  trust  thee  irb  more  with- strong  beer,  hussy  !  [Exit,  l. 

Lady  X.  Well,  I’ll  not  be  long  after  you.  Surely  I 
shall  get  so€ne  of  my  own  familjf  to  recognise  me  ;  they 
cannot  be  4ll  in  this  wicked  plot.  ^  [Exit,  l. 


SCENE  VI.  —  Sir  John  Loverule' s  House. 


The  Butler,  Cook,  Footman,  Lucy,  Lettice,  and 
other  Servants,  discovered. 

Enter  Lady  Loverule,  hastily ,  l. 

Lady  L.  Here’s  a  fine  rout  and  rioting!  You,  sirrah 
butler,  you  rogue  ! 

But.  Why,  how  now?  who  are  you  ? 

Lady  L.  Impudent  varlet !  don’t  you  know  your  lady  ? 

But.  Lady !  [J'o  the  Footman.]  Here,  turn  this  mad 
woman  out  of  doors  ! 

Lady  L.  You  rascal  !  [Boxing  his  ear.]  Take  that, 
sirrah ! 

Foot.  Have  a  care,  hussy ;  there’s  a  good  pump'  with¬ 
out  ;  we’ll  soon  cool  your  courage  for  you. 

Lady  L.  You,  Lucy,  have  you  forgot  me,  too,  you 
minx  ? 

Lucy.  Forgot  you,  woman  ! — Why,  I  never  remembered 
you ;  I  never  saw  you  before  in  my  life  ! 

Lady  X.  Oh,  the  wicked  slut  ! — I’ll  give  you  cause  to 
remember  me — I,  will,  hussy  !  [Pulls  her  cap  off. 

Lucy.  [Baivling.]  Murder !  murder  !  help  ! 

Enter  Sru  John  Loverule,  r. 

Sir  J.  How  now  ?  what  uproar’s  this  ? 
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Lmhf'L:  You,  Lettlce,  you  slut  I  [Striking  her.~\  W<3Tf*t 
yotF'kffGw  me,  neitter  ? 

Let.  Help  !  help  t- 

Sir  J.  What’s  to  do  there  ? 

But.  Why,  sir,  here’s  a  mad  woman  calls  herself  my 
lady,  and  is  beating  and  cuffing  us  all  round. 

Sir  J.  [To  Lady  Loverule .]  Thou  my  wife!  —  Poor 
creature,  I  pity  thee  !  I  never  saw  thee  before. 


Enter  Nell,  r. 


Lady  L.  [To  Sir  John.']  Then  it  is  in  vain  to  expect 
redress  from  thee,  thou  wicked  contriver  of  all  my  misery  ! 

Nell.  [Aside. ]  How  am  I  amazed !  Can  that  be  I, 
there,  in  my  clothes,  that  have  made  all  this  disturbance  ? 
And  yet  I  am  here,  to  my  thinking,  in  these  fine  clothes. 
How  can  this  be  ?  I  am  so  confounded  and  affrighted, 
that  1  begin  to  wish  I  was  with  Zekiel  Jobson  again. 

Lady  L.  To  whom  shall  I  apply  myself,  or  whither  can 
I  fiy  ?  [Turning,  and  seeing  Nell.]  Heavens!  what  do  I 
see  ?  Is  not  that  myself  yonder,  in-the—gown  and  petti¬ 
coat  I  wore  yesterday  ?  How  can  it  be  ?  I  cannot  be  in 
two  places  at  once  ! 

Sir  J.  Poor  wretch  !  she’s  stark  mad. 

Lady  L.  What,  in  tlxe  devil’s  mrfflfc,  was-T-before  I  caret; 
here  ?  ’  Let  me  look  in  the  glass.  [Going  to  a  mirror. ] 
Oh,  Heavens  1  I  am  astonished  !  I  don’t  know  myself  L — 
If  this  be  I  that  the  glass  shows  me,  I  never  saw  myself 
before. 

Sir  J.  What  incoherent  madness  is  tiffs’? 


L. 


Lady  L.  There,  that’s  the  devil  in  my  likeness,  wire 
has  rubbed  me  of  my  countenance  !  Is  here,  tea  ! 
on  iu  iilaf  Aye,  hussy  !  and  here’s  my  strap,  you  quean  ! 

Nell.  [Aside,.']  Oh,  dear  !  I’m  afraid  my  husband  will 
beat  me,  that  am  on  t’other  side  the  room  there  ! 

| - Tn  f,  j  hope  your  honours  will  pardon  her :  she  was 

drinking  with  a  conjurer  last  night,  and  has  been  mad  ever 
since,  calling  herself  my  Lady  Loverule. 

Sir  J.  Poor  woman  !  take  care  of  her  ;  do  not  hurt 
her  ;  she  may  be  cured  of  this. 

Yes;  and,  please  your  worship,  you  shall  see  me 
cure  her  presently.  [To  Lady  Loverule,  showing  his 
strap.]  Hussy,  do  you  see  this  ? 

Nell.  Oh,  pray,  Zekiel,  don’t  beat  me  ! 
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Does  she  infect 


Sir  J.  (r.  c.)  What  says  my  love? 
thee  with  madness,  too  ? 

Nell.  I  am  not  well ;  pray  lead  me  in. 

[Exit  ivith  the  Servants ,  r. 
I  beseech  your  worship,  don’t  take  it  ill  of  me  ; 
she  shall  never  trouble  you  more. 

Sir  J.  Take  her  home,  and  use  her  kindly. 

£.  Oh,  yes,  your  honour ;  1  always  keep  a  doctor  in 
my  family. 

Sir  J.  Indeed  ! 

Yes — Doctor  Strap;  here  it  is!  [Throwing  it  to 
Lady  Loverule.']  There,  Nell,  take  it  up. 

Lady  L.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

[Jobs on  puts  the  strap  round  her  neck ,  and  d&uys 
her  otr.  l. 

Re-enter  Footman,  l. 


Foot.  Sir,  the  doctor  who  called  here  last  night  desires 
you  will  give  him  leave  to  speak  a  word  or  two  with  you, 
upon  very  earnest  business. 

Sir  J.  What  can  this  mean  ?  Bring  him  in. 

[Exit  Footman ,  l. 

•*» 

Enter  the  Doctor,  l. 

Doc.  Lo,  on  my  knees,  sir,  I  beg  forgiveness  for  what 
I  have  done,  and  put  my  life  into  your  hands. 

Sir  J.  What  mean  you  ? 

Doc.  I  have  exercised  my  magic  art  upon  your  lady. — 
I  know  you  have  too  much  honour  to  take  away  my  life, 
since  I  might  still  have  concealed  it,  had  I  pleased. 

SirJ.  You  have  now  brought  me  to  a  glimpse  of  mi¬ 
sery  too  great  to  bear.  Is  all  my  happiness,  then,  turned 
into  vision  only  ? 

Doc.  Sir,  I  beg  you,  fear  not :  if  any  harm  comes  of  it, 
I  freely  give  you  leave  to  hang  me. 

Sir  J.  Inform  me  what  you  have  done. 

Doc.  I  have  transformed  yo\ir  lady’s  face,  so  that  she 
seems  the  cobbler’s  wife,  and  have  charmed  the  features  of 
the  latter  into  the  likeness  of  my  lady’s  ;  and  last  night, 
when  the  storm  arose,  my  spirits  conveyed  them  to  each 
other’s  bed. 

Sir  J.  Oh,  wrretch  !  thou  hast  undone  me  !  —  I  am 
fallen  from  the  height  of  all  my  hopes,  and  must  still  be 
cursed  with  a  tempestuous  wife — a  fury  with  whom  I  never 
knew  quiet  since  I  had  her  ! 
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Doc.  If  that  be  all,  I  can  continue  the  charm  for  both 
their  lives. 

Sir  J.  Let  the  event  be  what  it  will,  I’ll  hang  ye  if  you 
do  not  end  the  charm  this  instant ! 

Doc.  I  will  this  minute,  sir  ;  and  perhaps  you’ll  find  it 
the  luckiest  of  your  life.  I  can  assure  you,  your  lady  will 
prove  the  better  for  it :  for,  e’er  she  was  conveyed  to  his 
bed,  the  cobbler  was  up  at  his  work,  and  he  has  done 
nought  but  beat  her  ever  since,  and  you  are  like  to  reap 
the  fruits  of  his  labour.  He’ll  be  with  you  in  a  minute. 
Here  he  comes.  [Exit,  l. 


Re-enter  Jobson,  with  the  Butler  and  Cook,  l. 

Sir  J.  So,  Jobson,  where  is  your  wife r*''*'’"’" 

An’  please  your  worship,  she’s  here  at  the  door. 
But,  indeed,  I  thought  I  had  lost  her  just  now  ;  for  as 
she  came  into  the  hall,  she  fell  into  such  a  swoon,  that  I 
thought  she  would  never  come  out  on’t  again ; — but  a 
tweak  or  two  by  the  nose,  and  half  a  dozen  straps,  did  the 
business  for  her.  [Calling  off ,  l.]  Here — where  are  you, 
housewife  ? 

Re-enter  Lady  Loverule,  l. 

But.  [Holding  up  a  candle  to  her  face,  and  instantly 
letting  it  fall  in  asv^mshment .]  Oh,  heaven  and  earth  !  is 
this  my  lady  ?  ■  • 


la^Si^s 


[Aside.]  WhaV'S^es  he  say  ?  —  My  wife  changed 
to  my  lady  !  y 

Cook.  [Aside.]  Aye,  I  thought  the  other  was  too  good 
for  our  lady  ! 

Lady  L.  [Kneeling  to  Sir  John.]  Sir,  you  are  the  per¬ 
son  I  have  most  offended  ;  and  I  here  confess,  I  have  been 
the  worst  of  wives  in  everything,  but  that  I  always  kept 
myself  chaste.  If  you  can  vouchsafe  once  more  to  take 
me  to  your  bosom,  the  remainder  of  my  days  shall  be 
joyfully  spent  in  affectionate  duty  and  observance  of  your 
will. 

Sir  J.  Rise,  madam  ;  I  do,  indeed,  forgive  you  ;  and 
if  you  are  sincere  in  what  you  say,  you  will  make  me 
happier  than  all  the  enjoyments  in  the  world  without  you 
could  do. 

(l.)  What  the  plague  !  am  I  to  lose  my  wife  thus ! 
Re-enter  Lucy  and  Lettice,  r. 

Lucy.  [To  Sir  John.]  Oh,  sir!  the  strangest  accident 
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has  happened  !  it  has  amazed  us  !  My  lady  has  been  in 
so  great  a  swoon,  we  thought  she  had  been  dead. 

Let.  Yes';  and  when  she  came  to  herself,  she  proved 
another  woman. 

mammJUk-  [Laughing .]  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — A  bull  !  a  bull ! 

Lucy.  She  is  so  changed*;  i  fcnew  her  not »"  1  never  saw 
her  face  before.-  ■[. Lmking  at  Lady  Loverule.]  O  lud  !  is 
this  my  lady  ? 

Let.  We  shall  be  mauled  again  ! 

Lucy.  I  thought  our  happiness  was  too  great  to  last ! 

Lady  L.  Fear  not,  my  servants  ;  —  it  shall  hereafter  be 
my  endeavour  to  make  you  happy. 

Sir  J.  Persevere  in  this  resolution,  and  we  shall  be 
blessed  indeed  for  life. 


Re-enter  Nell,  r. 

Nell.  My  head  turns  round ;  I  must  go  home.  [Seeing 
Job.']  Ah,  Zekiel !  are  you  there  ? 

•mtimmmKmfai) .  Zounds  !  is  that  fine  lady  my  wife  ?  Egad,  I’m 
afraid  to  go  near  her !  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  all 
this  ? 

Sir  J.  This  is  a  happy  change,  and  I’ll  have  it  cele¬ 
brated  with  all  the  joy  I  proclaimed  for  my  late  short¬ 
lived  vision. 

J^ady  L.  To  me  ’tis  the  happiest  day  I  ever  knew. 

Sir  J.  Here,  Jobson,  take  thy  fine  wife. 

Jk&fr  lfort  [Apart’tv  &»»w*]-d^wh«g6«your 

worship  make  a  buck  of  me,  under  the- rose-? 

Jk  my  honour,  nor  ss*r  kissed-  ihwrtaps 

4*11  I  ennao.ifl»Mai  hunting.  But  since  she  has  been  a  means 
wf  briwgrog1"  about  this  happy*'  CftShge,  I’ll  give  thee  five 
hundred  pounds  to  take  home  -with  her.  So,  go  buy  a 
stock  of  leather. 

Min  i  Huzza  !  brave  boys  !  I’m  a  prince — the  prince  of 

cobblers  !  Come  hither  and  kiss  me,  Nell ;  I’ll  never 
strap  thee  more. 

Nell.  [Crossing  to  l.  c.]  Indeed,  Zekiel,  I  have  been 
in  such  a  dream,  that  I’m  quite  weary  of  it.  [To  Lady 
Loverule.]  Forsooth,  madam,  will  you  please  to  take  your 
clothes,  and  let  me  have  mine  again  ? 

0*"  i  .  [Apart  to  Nell.]  Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool ! 
they’ll  serve  you  to  go  to  church. 

Lady  L.  No  :  you  shall  keep  them,  and  I’ll  preserve 
yours  as  relics. 
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And  can  your  ladyship  forgive  my  strapping  your 
honour  so  very  much  ? 

Lady  L.  Most  freely.  The  joy  of  this  blessed  change 
sets  all  things  right  again. 

Re-enter  Coachman,  Footman,  and  other  Servants ,  l. 

Sir  J.  Let  us  forget  everything  that  is  past,  and  think 
of  nothing  now  but  joy  and  pleasure. 

FINALE. — Air.  “  Hev.  Bovs,  wo  ao  we .” 

Lady  L. 


Sir  J . 


Job. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Lucy.  Let.  Cook.  Foot.  Coach.  Butler. 
Sir  John.  Lady  L.  Nell.  Jobson. 

R.]  [L* 


Let  ev’rVface  with  smiles  a 
Be  joy  lb  ev’ry  breast ; 


ear. 


Since  from  \  life  of  pain  and  care, 


We  now  ar^  truly  bless’ d. 


■A 


v- 


[X 

t  </<  Cl 


.■hrv’ifKrur: 


May  no  remembrance  of  past  time 
Our  present  pleasures  soil ; 

Be  nought  but  mirkh  and  joy  a  crime, 

And  sporting  all  o^r  toil. 

I  hope  you’ll  give  me  >^ave  to  speak, 

If  I  may  be  so  bold  :\ 

There’s  nought  but  the  cftsyil,  and  this  good 
strap,  \ 

Could  ever  tame  a  scold.  » 

\ 


THE  end. 
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1 10  A  «H»teura& Actors 


111 

112 


85 

86 

87 

88 
89 
98 
91 


92 


Inkle  and  Yarico 
Education 
VOL.  A  VI I. 

113  Children  in  the 

114  Rendezvous  [wood 
113  Barba rossa 

116  Gambler's  Fate 

117  Giovanni  in  Lond. 

118  School  of  Reform, 

119  Lovers’  Vows  [Is. 
VOL.  XVIII. 

120  Highland  Reel 

121  Two  Gentlemen  of 
Verona 

122  Taming  the  Shrew 
183  Secrets  worthk  now- 
124  Weathercock[ingls 
121Somnambulist[well 

126  All**  well  that  ends 

VOL.  XI A. 

127  Artaxerxes 
158  T  he  Serf,  Is. 

18Q  The  Lancers 
1.10  I x>ve  tor  Love 
131  The  Merchant’# 

Wedding,  Is. 

112  Race  for  a  Dinner 

133  Raising  the  Wind 

VOL.  XX. 

134  Siege  of  Belgrade 

135  Who  wants  a  Gui- 

136  PoorS'oldier[neals 

137  Mid»*Himer  night* 
Dream  [ried,  Is 

138The  wayto  get  mar- 

139  Turnpike  Gate 

140  Paul  and  Virginia 

VOL.  XXL 

141  The  Cabinet,  Is. 

142  Youthful  Queen 
143G  reen-ey  ed  monster 
144  Country  Girl 

144  Irish  Tutor 

146  Beaux*  Stratagem 

147  The  Will,  1*. 
YOL.  XXII. 

148  lrishanauinLondon 

149  Recruiting  Officer 

150  The  slave,  Is. 

151  The  Devil’*  Elixir 

152  “  Master’s  Rival” 

153  The  Duel 

154  William  Tell,  Is. 
VOL.  XXI 11. 

155  Tom  T  humb  [Life 

156  H  appiest  day  of  my 

157  Fatality  [can,  Is. 

158  Laugh  when  you 

159  William  Thomson 

160  IllustriousStranger 

161  Soldier’s  Daughter 

162  T  he  Waterman 

163  Town  &  Country 
VOL.  XXIV. 


167  Love  law  &  physic 

168  Rienzi,  Is. . 

169  Clari 

170  T  he  Brigand 

171  Riches,  Is. 

172  The  Citizen 
VOL.  XXV. 

173  Grecian  Daughter 

174  Charles  XI 1.  Is. 

175  T  eddy  the  Tiler 

176  Popping  the  Ques¬ 
tion 

177  Maid  of  Judah,  Is. 

178  X,  Y,  Z. 

179  Oroonoko 

180  Honest  Thieve# 

181  The  Blind  Boy 
VOL.  XXVI. 

182  Notoriety,  Is. 

183  Matrimony 

184  Husband  at  Sight 

185  First  of  April 

186  John  of  Paris 

187  Milier&hisMenl* 

188  Prisoner  at  Large 

189  Titnon  of  Athens 

190  The  Prize 
VOL.  XXVII. 

191  Henry  IV.  Partll 

192  Forty  Thieves 

193  My  Grandmother 

194  Thu  Vampire 

195  The  Farmer 

196  Ella  Rosenberg 

197  The  Two  Friends  - 

198  Valentine&  Orson 

199  Folly  a*  it  Flies  Is 
VOL.  XXV l II. 

900  The  Robber’sWife 
801  Magpie  or  theMaid 

202  Shakipeare’s Early 
Day* 

20.1  Point  of  Honour 
204  High  Ways  <fc  By- 

203  leu  Witch  [Ways 

206  St.  Patrick’s  IJay 

207  The  Blind  Bargain 

200  Robinson  Crusoe 
VOL.  XXIX. 

209  Maid  of  Honour 

210  Sleeping  Draught 

211  Timour  the  Tartat 

212  Modern  Antiques 

213  King  Richard  11. 

214  Mrs.  Wiggins [ings 

215  Comfortable  Lodg- 

216  T  he  Exile, ls.[ding 

217  Day  after  the  Wed - 

218  TheAdoptedChiiu 
VOL.  XXX. 

219  The  Bride  of  Lud- 

220  Tekeli  [gate,  Is, 

221  Old  and  Young 

222  The  Bee-Hive' 

223  Hartford  Bridge 


164  No  Song  no  Supper 

165  Lock  and  Key  224  Two  strings  to  yoor 

1 60  Snakes  in  tbe  gras#  £25  Haunted! un  [Bow 


o 

XXJ. 
no  Murder 
Mrs.Pringle 
.  Antiquary,  Is 
_reeableSurprise 
Son-in-Law 
Open  House 
£35  Falls  of  Clyde 

236  1,  2,  3, 4. 5,  by  Ad¬ 
vertisement 

237  Peeping  Tom 

vot.  xxxh. 

238  CastleofAftdalusia 

239  One  o’ Clock!"  [Is. 

240  Julian,  Is. 

241  Comus 

242  Fontainbleau,  Is. 

243  English  Fleet 

244  TheWidowor  who 

245  The  Camp  [wins 

246  Personation 
VOT.  XXXIII. 

247  -Maid  or  Wife 

248  Castle  of  Sorrento 
24Q  Faustus,  Is. 

£50  All  at  Coventry 

25 1  I'omknd  .Jerry 

252  Robert  the  Devil 
2^3  Lestocq  [Ganges 

254  Cataract  of  the 

255  eiTinval  s 

256  Presumptive  Evi- 

257  Wild  Oats  [dence 

258  Hit  or  Miss 
25p  Ambition 

200  .Tew  &  the  Doctor 
;K5l  KnightsofyeCross 
202  is  he  Jeafc  us  ? 
Hundred  .  Pound' 
Hugantiuo  "  [  .V  of* 
1  he  Stewara,  Is, 

ou  xxxv. 


P-^  xjaftTe  of  Hexham 
203  Exchange  no  Rob¬ 
bery 

294  St.  David’s  Day 

295  Love  Laughs  at 
Locksmiths 

VOL.  XXXVIII. 

296  Heir  at  Law,  Is. 

297  Netley  Abbey 

298  Raymond& Agnes 

299  Foscari,  Is. 

300  Management 

301  Venoni 


best.  Is 


he 

£70  Mountaineers,  Is. 

271  Lottery  Ticket#: 

272  Nettle  wig  Hall 

273  Quite  at  Home 

274  Make  your  Wills 

275  Mv  Husband’s 
1  Ghost 

VOL.  XXXVI. 

276  A  Bold  Stroke  for 
a  Husband  [wood 

277  Sylvester  Dagger- 

278  Gil  Bias 

279  Aladdin 

280  Blue  Beard 

281  John  Bull,  Is. 

282  The  Invincibles 
Malvina 
The  Review 
Hob  Roy 

VOL.  XXXV11. 
286  The  Mendicant 
t  287  PoorGentleman  Is 
V  288  The  Quaker 
^  £89  Jack  Brag 


>w 


{To  be  continued.] 

VOL.  I •  to  XXXVIII 
may  be  had  in  boards 
Price  £9.  3s  6d. 


CUMBERLAND’S 
Minor  Theatre. 

VOL.  I. 

The  Pilot 
Heartof  Midlothian 
Inchcape  Bell 
Mason  of  Buda 
The  Scapegrace 
SuilDhuvthe  coiner 
The  Earthquake 
“  My  Old  Woman” 
Massaniello 
VOL.  II. 

10  Don  Giovanni 

1 1  Paul  Jones 

12  Luke  the  Labourer 

13  Crazy  Jane 

14  Flying  Dutchman 

15  Yes ! ! ! 

16  Forest  Oracle 

17  Ivanhoe 

18  Floating  Beacon 


111. 


VOL. 

19  Sylvana 

20  Tom  Bowling  [ville 

21  Innkeeper  of  Abbe- 

22  Lady  of  the  Lake 

23  Billy  Taylor 

24  Two  Gregor ies 

25  Wandering  Boys 

26  Paris  and  London 

27  Day  after  the  Fair 

VOL.  IV. 

28  Humphrey  Clinker 

29  Mischief-Making 

30  Joan  of  Arc 

31  The  Ruffian  Boy 

32  Fortunes  of  N  igel 

33  The  Wreck  [band 

34  Every-body’s  Hus- 

35  Banksof  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  Faux 

VOL.  V. 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  a  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  “  No!!!” 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thalaba 

44  Waverley 

45  Winning  aHusband 

VOL.  VI. 

46  Holer 

47  Paul  Clifford 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  Tower  of  Nesle 

5!  Sworn  at  Highgate 

52  Mary  Glastonburv 

53  The  Bed  Rover 

54  Golden  Fanner 

VOL.  Vll. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “The  Sea!” 

57  ClerkofClerkenwell 

58  The  Hut  of  the  Red 

Mountain 

59  JohnStreet  Adelphi 

60  Lear  of  PrivateLife 

61  John  Overy 

62  The  Spar-  Bed 

63  Smug,;; c  sdaughter 

vot  vi  n. 

64  Cedar  nest 

65  WardockKennilson 

66  The  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gilderoy 

69  f  ate  of  Calas 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

71  The  Revolt  of  the 

Workhouse 

72  Man  &  the  Marquis 

VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsy  Jack 

74  Lurhne 

75  The  Fire  Kaiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man-Fred 

78  Charcoal  Buruer 

79  “  My  Poll  and  my 

Partner  Joe‘J 

80  The  Sixes 

81  The  Roman  Nose 

82  Wizard  of  the  Moor 


VOL.  X. 
Roof  Scrambh 
Diamond  Am 
Robber  of  theB 
Eugene  Aram 
The  Eddystom 


88  MyWife’sHusi 

89  Married  Bactn 
90Shakspeare’s  fes 

91  Van  Diemaa’si 

92  Le  Pauvre  Jac 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of 

95  An  Uncle  toon 

96  The  Wild  Mat 

97  Rover’s  Bride  j 

98  Beggar  of  Crii 

99  Paul  the  Poacl 

100  Thomas  k  lie 

101  Pestilence of 
seilles  [Bi 

102  Unfortunate 

VOL.  XU. 

103  Humpback’dl 

104  Bound’Prenti 
a  Waterman 

105  March  of  lnte 

106  Joconde 

107  Kceuba  [Me 

108  Shipwreck  ol 

109  Chain  of  Gui 

110  ion 

111  Mistletoe  Boi 

112  MyfriendThoi 

VOL.  XIII. 
113BattleofSedgei 

114  The  Larboard 

115  Frederic  the  C 

116  The  Turned  I 

117  WappingOldS 

118  Man  with  the 

119  Hercules  [pet 

120  Female  Mass; 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow  S 

VOL.  XI V. 

123  Venus  in  Arn 


» 


[To  be  continue 
VOL.  I.  to  XU 
may  be  had  in  bt 
Price  £3.  T».  6 
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